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tion. At the moment of writing we are still in a
period in which it is taken for granted that books
ought always to be positive, serious and ** con-
structive " A dozen years ago this idea would
have been greeted with titters. (" My dear aunt,
one doesn't write about anything, one just writes")
Then the pendulum swung away from the frivolous
notion that art is merely technique, but it swung a
very long distance, to the point of asserting that a
book can only be " good " if it is founded on a
" true " vision of life. Naturally the people who
believe this also believe that they are in possession
of the truth themselves. Catholic critics, for in-
stance, tend to claim that books are only " good "
when they are of Catholic tendency. Marxist
critics make the same claim more boldly for Marxist
books. For instance, Mr Edward Upward ("A
Marxist Interpretation of Literature ", in The Mind
in Chains):

" Literary criticism which aims at being Marx-
ist must . . . proclaim) that no book written at
the present time can be * good ' unless it is written
from a Marxist or near-Marxist viewpoint"

' Various other writers have made similar or com-
parable statements, jtdr Upward 'italicises " at the
present time " because he realises that you cannot^'
for instance, dismiss Hamlet on/th^e ground,'that
Shakespeare was not a Marxist.' Nevertheless jfe
interesting essay only glances very shortly' at th&
difficulty. Much o( the literature; tfearf <MHttes< to' w '.
out of the past is permeated^ b^fcod           '